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from the editor

How far we’ve come
from Galilee
Pat Fitzpatrick CSSp

M

ost Popes are holy men. We call them “Your Holiness”.
But, by itself, that quality does not make them good
leaders. In addition to his holiness, we are drawn to
Pope Francis, the human being. Holy or human — which makes
the real difference? Human or holy — which makes for a better
Pope? Human and holy — what more could we want?
When we think of a saint do we highlight his/her “other
worldliness” or do we emphasize what a real human being
he/she was? Has the canonization process over-emphasized
the out-of-this-world candidates?
Is religion part and parcel of weekdays as well as Sundays?
Jesus was plagued with “religious” questions: “Why do your
disciples do this? Which is the greatest of the commandments?
What if …? How many times?” But he was also asked a core
religious question: “What must I do to gain eternal life?”
I picture him pondering his answer. (You may picture
him having the answer on the tip of his tongue.) Then it came:
“Go, sell what you have and give it to the poor. Then come,
follow me.” But that’s a bit too radical for most of us. Too radical for the church also — judging from its history. Too radical
for the gospel questioner: “He turned away sad — he had too
many possessions.”
Do we turn to religion because it comforts us, gives us
security, stabilizes us, gives us something to hang on to?
What messages do we get from various homilies, retreats,
prayers, discussions? What devotions and practices appeal to
us? What “turns us on” — what turns us right off?
If we see religion only as a Sunday thing — a one-hour-aweek thing — we’ve certainly got a huge amount of time on
our hands that has nothing to do with religion. The arena of
human life where we laugh and love and live, where we struggle and cry, is as important as the arena of church and prayer
— maybe even more important. Could it be that our last judgment will be about our weekdays rather than our Sundays?

Holy Spirit territory
We go to church. Jesus went to synagogue — on the Sabbath
and occasionally on weekdays. But most of the time he was
‘out and about’ — where people spent their days and lived

their lives. Out there was Holy Spirit territory: where people
lived and worked, met and talked, gathered and dispersed.
Jesus had lived it and studied it as he grew up in Nazareth and
so was able to talk about it with conviction.
Out there he found his stories, his examples, his ‘for
instances’. He encouraged people to ‘look at’, ‘listen to’, ‘take
for example’ what they encountered in daily life.
His team of apostles was very ordinary — a motley crew
of men and women: no synagogue people, no clerics or
priests, no Pharisees or teachers of the law. A group he handpicked as he walked the roads or stood on the seashore. He
invited them to ‘hang around’ with him, to learn from him,
Even with the best of intentions, has our church
‘got in the way’ of Jesus of Nazareth, its founder?

to ‘pick up his moves’. And then he told them to go out two
by two and tell others about him and his message.
Not only did he come down to earth — he was down-toearth. He had his two feet on the ground. He went where the
people were and reached out to them and their daily lives.
We read all this in the gospels and then we think about our
church. Even with the best of intentions, has our church ‘got in
the way’ of Jesus of Nazareth, its founder? Suppose he were to
walk once more among us, suppose he were to come to church
with us on Sundays — would he recognize us as his church?
“How far we’ve come from Galilee” — a remark from one
member of a group on pilgrimage in the Holy Land. We’ve
spread his message far and wide. We’ve built churches and
cathedrals to honour him. We’ve a separate city-within-a-city
in Rome. We’ve multiplied by the millions. Both street people
and the movers and shakers of the world admire Pope Francis.
In cities like Toronto our parish churches are more and more
international. Our Catholic schools are multi-national, multiethnic in origin. We don’t have to go overseas to meet the rest
of the world. It has come to us.
What Jesus, what God, what gospel message are we handing on, in our churches and through our schools? n
Spiritan / Summer 2014
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Brazil

Memories of a mission

Cathal Barry

I

n 1963 a group of six Irish Spiritan priests set out on the
long missionary journey to Brazil to work in a number of
already established parish communities in the country’s
interior.
The move was in response to Pope John XXIII’s appeal for
missionaries to Latin America to combat communism and
counteract the inroads of evangelical sects.

Newness and adventure, but not all plain sailing
Among the first group to arrive in Brazil was Fr Patrick
Dundon CSSp. “There was a real buzz about Latin America
at the time,” the Dublin-born missionary told me, admitting
that he had secretly hoped to be one of the newly ordained
Spiritans chosen to go. “I was fired up by the Pope’s call and
the new need for missionaries to that continent, so I was really
thrilled when I heard the news I was going. It was the sense
of newness and adventure that excited me. It really was
pioneering at the time.”
Despite the 22-days long boat journey and the difficulties
of communication upon arrival, Fr Dundon claimed “home
never entered our heads.” Then the arrival of a further 32
4
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Irish priests during the 1960s contributed to establishing “a
tremendous family spirit.” The veteran missionary described
his time in Brazil as “a gift.” “It was a joy to have lived to see
the church being what it was called to be,” he said.
It was not all plain sailing, however, for these Irish missionaries in Latin America. Two revolutions were brewing when
the Spiritans arrived on the scene: one on the political level,
the other in the Church.
The political revolution occurred suddenly. In a bloodless
coup d’état, the army supported by the middle class and
backed by the USA, overthrew the government on April 1,
1964. Human rights were severely violated under the oppressive military regime for the following twenty years. The Spiritans, however, were to take a stand for social justice and, in
doing so, earned the respect of the poor and oppressed as
defenders of their rights.

Extreme poverty, but great spirit
At last year’s gathering in Sao Paolo, Dubliner Fr Phil Doyle
CSSp was reunited with confreres for the first time in over 35
years. He remembered living in the country during the military

dictatorship. “In those days people who worked with the poor
were considered subversive. They did not want us making the
poor conscious of their reality,” he informed me.
Fr Doyle spoke about the great spirit of the Brazilian
people despite many of them living in extreme poverty. “The
people I worked with often had nothing other than four pieces
of cardboard in a favela. It was poverty at its worst, but

beginning. They were exciting years to be a missionary,” the
Tipperary native admitted.
Latin America was quick to implement the new model
of church as “the people of God” proposed by the Council,
which saw the laity as co-responsible for spreading the good
news of Jesus Christ.
Perhaps more important again was the Conference of Latin
American Bishops in Medellin, Columbia in
1968. That meeting committed the Latin
American church to the “option for the poor”
“In those days people who worked with the poor
and denounced oppressive social structures.
were considered subversive. They did not want
Fr Horan noted there was also a move away
us making the poor conscious of their reality.”
from theorizing theology, towards a more practical method. “You saw the reality of a situa— Phil Doyle CSSp
tion, judged what was happening and then you
would try to act.” he said. See – Judge – Act.
despite it all, they had hope. We were just another link in the
The retired missionary spoke about the difficulties he expechain to help them continue,” he said.
rienced during the early stages of the Spiritan mission in
The years of dictatorship were paradoxically years of growBrazil. After just two years in the country he was thrust into
ing influence for the church with the Brazilian people. The
a community as parish priest, which, in his opinion, was too
welcomed return of these much loved missionaries following
early. “I didn’t have the pastoral experience in a foreign
decades pursuing mission elsewhere is testament to that fact,
country just yet. I wasn’t able to read certain situations, or the
as is the people’s unceasing affection for Irish Spiritans who
culture or politics,” he admitted.
never left.
However, looking back now, he believes strong relationships with parishioners helped him survive. “Brazil is a place
See – Judge – Act
where everyone suffers, even the priest. You can’t be afraid
Fr John Horan CSSp arrived in Brazil after the close of the
to get your shoes dirty,” he said, “It was all for the service of
reforming Second Vatican Council, when “changes were just
the church.”

Spiritan / Summer 2014
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From rural parishes to large cities
Early in the 1970s a decision was taken to gradually phase
out pastoral work in rural Brazil and move to serve migrants
in the rapidly expanding periphery regions of large cities such
as Rio de Janeiro, Sao Paolo and Recife.
“It was a case of moving to where the need was greater,”
according to Fr Vincent McDevitt CSSp who arrived in Brazil
in 1971. “It was difficult at first, but the reason for the move
was to meet the challenge of suffering in the cities. City life
was a totally new experience for most of our priests who were
of rural origin. In the small towns where we had been you
were immediately recognizable, whereas in the periphery of
the big cities it was easy to become lost in the middle of it all,”
he said.
In those early years, Irish Spiritans in Brazil participated
primarily in pastoral work in small basic communities. These
would be handed over to the relevant diocese at a later stage
once certain standards had been met.

about people who are attracted to living as a religious
missionary in the Spiritan tradition,” he said.

Lay Leadership
Spiritan vocations Director, Fr Brendan Foley CSSp agrees
that “it’s not a numbers game.” Rather, he sees it as “small
mission steps towards sowing seeds of vocational awareness
to the Church and missionary life.” Fr Foley is more concerned with “the quality of leadership in the church that leads
to ministry formation for lay people. The quicker we get into
that realm of faith-based living and allow lay people to come
forward to assume their roles, the quicker the church will
breathe on two lungs,” he said.
Lay leadership has been at the heart of the Irish Spiritans’
mission in Brazil and has been one of the greatest contributing
factors in the Congregation’s successful evangelizing efforts.
From what I have witnessed during my time in Sao Paolo,
the Irish Spiritans have an unrivalled ability to engage lay

The Irish Spiritans have an unrivalled ability to
engage lay people in active ministry within the
Church and to animate young people in such a
way that they are not merely products of mission,
but become agents of mission themselves.

Evangelization
Further developments in later decades saw the Congregation
specialize in other methods of evangelization: formation, spirituality, youth leadership and counseling, all the while continuing their ministry to the poor.
The Spiritans have now been out of direct parish administration in Brazil since 2012. “This has allowed the Congregation the flexibility and availability to see mission outside the
box,” according to former Formation and Group Leader of
the Irish Spiritans in Brazil, Fr Maurice Shortall, recently
appointed a member of the Spiritan General Council in
Rome. “The role of the Spiritan today is not to do the work
of a diocesan priest,” he said, “but rather to see new areas of
mission in the world.”
Looking to the future, Fr Shorthall believes the Congregation can continue to make a significant contribution provided
there is “closer collaboration and integration with the Brazilian Province. I think we can bring a lightness and a missionary
dimension to the Province and a certain creativity to seek out
new missions for the Spiritans.”
The former Brazil based Superior is unconcerned by a
shortage of vocations. “It’s not about how many parishes you
are able to staff or territories you are able to hold down. It’s
6
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people in active ministry within the Church and to animate
young people in such a way that they are not merely products
of mission, but become agents of mission themselves,
The Irish Spiritans have given a voice to the laity in Brazil
over the past 50 years and, in doing so, have contributed to
liberating the Latin American church from the crisis of clericalism that has infiltrated the Church elsewhere.

Hope
The Church in Brazil has admittedly transgressed in recent
years under consecutive conservative hierarchies. However,
the hope among the Brazilian people now is that under the
current papacy, the church in Brazil can return to its foundational roots, which Irish missionaries have been instrumental
in developing.
Irish Spiritans have been present in Brazil during some of
the most vitally important junctures in the country’s struggle
for enlightened faith, freedom, justice and peace. Their
immense contribution to date will undoubtedly ensure their
presence there for years to come. n
Reprinted with permission, Irish Catholic. Part 1, “A presence in the favela”,
appeared in Spiritan, Spring 2014.

Brazil

Fr John Baptist Doyle CSSp
A different sort of visitor to Brazil
Peter Stanford

T

here are lots of figures plucked out
of the air to justify the huge cost of
global sporting events such as the
football World Cup in Brazil. Before and
after our own London 2012 Olympics,
weighty reports totaled up billions and billions of pounds supposedly generated for
our economy as a result of the pageant but,
with too many, the link was tenuous, to say
the least.
Another argument made for the hefty
price tag was that the competition focuses
the world’s attention on the host nation.
And, to be fair, there have been more
reporters on the streets of Brazil than girls

None of the
World Cup matches
has ventured
into such
remote territory…
It was to these
desperate,
betrayed folk
that J.B. ministered.

on the beach at Ipanema, all looking at the
reality behind the economic miracle that
has seen the country promoted to the
champions league of developed nations.
But it is all so fleeting and superficial, a
warm-up for the great event, those 90 minutes on the pitch.
A different sort of visitor to Brazil was
Fr John Baptist Doyle, a member of the
Irish province of the Congregation of the
Holy Spirit. J.B., who died at the end of
April, spent 23 years there.
Had the climate not been so bad for his
health, he told me recently, he would probably have stayed there until he met his maker.
Spiritan / Summer 2014
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Fr John Baptist Doyle CSSp
Always J.B. to his confreres, after ordination he was posted to
Nigeria. A science graduate, he began by teaching in secondary
schools. When the civil war broke out, he was just 30. He became
a liaison officer for French and German relief agencies dealing with
the aftermath of dreadful atrocities. In 1970 some 300 Spiritans
were expelled from Nigeria. J.B. Doyle with many others returned
home, traumatized by the ghastly scenes he had witnessed.

It turned out, on this occasion, to be a false alarm, but in
that moment I had a glimpse of the danger he lived with daily.
Later, as we toured the outlying rough settlements of his dirtpoor parish — mud houses without a stick of anything in
them, corrugated iron churches where the men sat on one side
and the women on the other, makeshift schools where the children stood wide-eyed staring at the strangers in their midst
— I saw too how loved and needed he was, the one outsider
willing to devote his life to such outcasts.
He took us in his battered truck to one of the outlying settlements. The track was so rough that we had to stop a good
mile before we got there, but the village had come
to greet us. He led the way, on foot, at the head of
a colourful procession as we walked through this
I saw too how loved and needed he was, the one
barren landscape, through great puddles of red mud
outsider willing to devote his life to such outcasts that swamped my shoes, to the makeshift church
for Mass and then a feast to celebrate our arrival.
It was an experience I will never forget, and I still
think of J.B. often, especially when another dreadful abuse case
turned out to be barren and unyielding once the canopy of
surfaces in the news and causes me momentarily to despair of
trees had gone. It was to these desperate, betrayed folk that
my church, and to wonder if there really are any good priests.
J.B. ministered.
Here, surely, was one good man who exemplified the best
He picked us up in a battered jeep at a lonely bus stop on
tradition of service and self-sacrifice.
the one main road that ran through Rondonia. It was dusk as
And he has been in my thoughts as I have curled up on the
we headed off down the dirt road, pushed through what had
sofa
with my teenage son to relive the watching-the-Worldbeen virgin forest by the logging companies.
Cup-together ritual that I used to do with my dad.
We drove for what seemed like hours in plumes of red dust,
Hidden from view by those vast modern stadiums, by the
without seeing a soul or another vehicle.
panoramic views of Rio, by the players who are regarded with
Then a set of headlights loomed up behind. J.B explained,
an unhealthy reverence by their adoring fans, by the whole
very casually, that his work in standing up for the new
shabby billion-pound business that is football, is that other
migrants against the loggers, and the ranchers who often came
Brazil that J.B. embraced, that is still out there today, and to
in their wake, had made him unpopular. There were people
which this modest unassuming man gave his life in imitation
— armed, ruthless people — who wanted to intimidate him
of Christ. R.I.P. n
into silence, drive him off the road and out of Rolim de
Moura. ‘Padre João Batista’ as he was called had earned death
threats for his prophetic work.
Reprinted with permission, The Tablet, 26 June 2014, www.thetablet.co.uk
I visited J.B. 20 years ago, thanks to Cafod, in his parish of
Nossa Senhora Aparecida in Rolim de Moura, a wild west
town that had risen rapidly from an area of cleared Amazon
rainforest in the far-flung state of Rondonia.
Tumbleweed in balls really did roll down its main (and
only) street between the wooden buildings.
None of the World Cup matches has ventured into such
remote territory, no camera has recorded how first the loggers
came and stripped away the forest, followed by a flood of poor
migrants (120,000 had arrived in and around Rolim de Moura
in the blinking of an eye), lured by the fool’s gold of land that
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Trinidad and Tobago

Tributes to

Fr Gerry Pantin
“He heard the cries of people he saw as his neighbours and took a walk and listened to the concerns of the community.
We thank the Pantin family for giving the country a brilliant mind that was not clouded by delusions of grandeur, but one
that must do something practical for his neighbour.” — Fr Gregory Augustine, Provincial Superior of the Spiritans in Trinidad

‘Send us more like him’

‘A giant on earth’

Lara Pickford-Gordon

Roland Quesnel CSSp

Catholic News

Trinidad Express Newspaper

“One man’s work has ended. Another person’s work has to
begin,” said Spiritan Archbishop Joseph Harris as he delivered
the homily at the funeral Mass for Spiritan Fr Gerry Pantin,
who died at the age of 85. “We ask God to raise up in our
land more people like Fr Gerry, so the many people who live
without hope may be able to find hope.”
Among those paying their respects were President Anthony
TA Carmona, Minister of Foreign Affairs Winston Dookeran,
former First Lady Zalayhar Hassanali and Independent
Senator Helen Drayton along with the Executive Director of
SERVOL, Martin Pacheco.
Archbishop Harris said while the world judged the worth
of a person by their qualifications, achievements or popularity,
a person of the Church was judged by “characteristics of the
Church”, and the first such characteristic was “religious imagination”. He explained that this was not a flight from reality,
but the ability to look beyond the status quo and see what
could and should be achieved. “In 1970, Fr Gerry looked at
the status quo and saw it was not really doing anything. He
saw what could be and should be.
“He left his prestigious job teaching Sixth Form students
at St Mary’s College and went up to Laventille to offer hope
to the people who had no hope. Out of listening to them,
Servol was born.
“In Laventille people knew him as someone who was
always available with a listening ear, always ready to help. He
walked with ‘kings and princes’, but also with the downtrodden and those on the margins.
“In many ways Fr Gerry was fearless and we looked at him
and admired his fearlessness, his ability to witness to truth
and speak truth to power even when harm could follow.”
The Archbishop told the large congregation that Fr Pantin
was a man of faith and it was this faith founded on Christ that
enabled him to do many good and beautiful things. n

Gerry was a year younger than me, brighter then me and more
creative in every way — giving promise of things to come. The
oldest of a family of nine, he was the older brother of Tony,
the Archbishop of Port of Spain.
From the time I knew him, Gerry was a creative intellectual. He studied science at University College, Dublin, edited
a short-lived magazine, Tomorrow’s Labourers, and started
a film club at the Spiritan Seminary in Kimmage Manor,
Dublin.
After ordination, he returned to CIC in 1958 to teach botany
and zoology. But after the labour unrest in the late 60s and the
Black Power riots in 1970, he realized academic learning wasn’t
enough and what was needed was to rescue teenagers from
their ignorance, and give boys and girls a trade that would
enable them to earn a living for the rest of their life.
He called his work SERVOL (Service Volunteered For All).
Blessed by religious and civic authorities, it is known in many
countries. Gerry received the Alternate Nobel Peace Prize, the
Trinity Cross and other decorations including a doctorate
from Duquesne University, Pittsburgh.
From the beginning of SERVOL he was helped by Sister
Ruth Montrichard SJC. She accompanied him to Stockholm,
Israel and elsewhere, promoting the good news of self-help.
The whole island of Trinidad is in mourning along with
many of his friends overseas.
It is easier for us in Spiritan House to accept his passing
— for the past three years he was confined to his room with
Alzheimer’s. There Sister Ruth and the nurses looked after
him.
The Book of Genesis said, “There were giants on earth in
those days, these were the heroes of old, men of renown.”
We won’t see the likes of Gerry again.
May his great and generous soul rest in peace. He is smiling
on us now from his place above. n
Spiritan / Summer 2014
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TransCanada Chapter 2014

Make space
for the Holy Spirit
Robert Colburn CSSp
Opening Mass of the Holy Spirit

D

uring the past two months I have heard, at a variety of
Masses and Morning Prayers, many varied and sincere
prayers for our TransCanada Chapter. All of these
prayers had a common theme: Make space for the Holy Spirit!
In all of these prayers there was an urgency, individually
and collectively, to push things aside. There was a loud cry to
push aside how we have always done it and make a way, an
empty space, for the Holy Spirit. It is clear to me today that
in this Mass of the Holy Spirit we are called to open our
hearts, our lives, our communities, the TransCanada Province
itself so that there is an empty space for the Holy Spirit to do
Her thing.
There must be some truth in this call, some inner communal sense that from time to time we do get in the way of the
Holy Spirit. It is clear that at times we put our own agenda,
goals, hopes and wants ahead of what might be a better way.
10
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I have no easy answer as to how we open the space; how
we empty our lives, our very selves. The first reading from the
prophet, Hosea, like many scripture passages, tells us what
might be keeping us from emptying a space for the Holy
Spirit.
Perhaps we have always had an inner sense of what blocks
God from our lives. The prophet Hosea asks us if we have set
ourselves up as kings and princes. We ask ourselves, have we
gotten back up on our priestly pedestals? Have we filled the
empty space with the seeking of gold and silver — have we
filled the empty space with laptops, cars, cell phones, travel,
entitlements and “me time”? Have we built multiple altars to
other gods but never an altar for the Holy Spirit?
If you are as old as I am then you have no problem realizing
how, when we have filled our lives with stuff and the Holy
Spirit wants an empty space to grow and bear fruit, we can

TransCanada Chapter 2014

be so very surprised at how quickly and completely the Holy
Spirit can push stuff and things, including the dead wood, out
of the way. Sometimes this “push” can come from a sudden
change in our health, the loss of a ministry or a pet project, a
family death, the departure from the Congregation of a confrere, the invitation of a superior to take on another work,
retreat time or a renewal year.
At times like this when the “push” is on, it is what we do
with this “push” that is important. Psalm 115 tells us to trust.
We who call ourselves Spiritans should be even more open to
this trust, to clearing away the stuff, clearing an empty space
and letting the Holy Spirit surprise us. That is my prayer for
this Chapter and my delight will be that when we leave here
on Friday we will have been totally surprised by how the Holy
Spirit has worked in our personal lives and in the Province of
TransCanada. n
Spiritan / Summer 2014
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TransCanada Chapter 2014

Using the past
to create
the future
John Fogarty CSSp, Superior General

M

argaret Silf, one of my favourite writers, tells a marvelous little story of one day taking a walk in the
woods and coming to the banks of a fast-flowing
river, knowing that she must cross to the other side, but not
knowing how to do so. As she stands on the river bank facing
an uncertain future, a Christ-like figure comes towards her
carrying a large stone and places it in front of her in the river,
inviting her to step forward. Each day he brings another
stepping-stone and Margaret gradually moves precariously
towards the other side.

we seek to emulate their zeal, commitment and self-sacrifice.
Our future is born out of that past.
God provides what we need as we move forward together,
as we listen and discern together, as we listen to God in prayer
and let God speak to us of the directions we should take if we
are to carry out his mission in fidelity to our call as Spiritans.
This process may mean that we will be invited to let go of
things that we hold dear — commitments that have served us
well in the past, but no longer answer to today’s needs; personal plans and convictions that ultimately are not life-giving
for us or for the people we are called to serve.

God can continue to accomplish wonderful deeds

The fragile yet firm foundation of our faith

We risk stepping forward into the unknown, into
uncharted terrain on the fragile yet firm foundawho are aware of their limitations, but who are
tion of our faith and trust in God and in each
open to the transforming power of the Holy Spirit.
other.
The term “fragile” has become commonplace
God’s power is most effective in our human frailty.
in our Spiritan vocabulary of recent years. We
have become much more conscious of our limiOne day she looks around and sees where the stones are
tations and our inadequacies in different parts of the globe
actually coming from — he is systematically deconstructing
for a wide variety of reasons — the experience of diminishing
her cozy little cottage on the shore in order to turn it into stepand ageing personnel, the lack of young people who wish to
ping stones for her onward journey. He is using her past to
identify with our way of life in countries where Spiritan
create her future. He is asking her to let go of all she thought
vocations once flourished, inadequate financial resources
she couldn’t live without to reach toward something she
to meet even basic needs, disunity and division among memthought she could never attain.
bers, the realization of our mistakes and of our failures as
We are aware that we owe much to the past, to those who
groups or individuals to live our missionary religious vocation
have gone before us. Their vision, their courage and their genauthentically.
erosity brought us to where we are today — to the brink of
All of this is compounded by the fact that the church itself
yet another new departure.
has lost much of its credibility as an authoritative source of
We celebrate the legacy of those who have gone before us.
hope and direction for others — financial scandals, internal
In spite of their limitations they inspire us on our journey and
political intrigues in the Vatican, the clerical sex abuse crisis

through the lives of simple, committed Spiritans

14
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Perhaps the most
appropriate biblical
model for Spiritan
mission today can be
taken from the
prophet Zechariah:
“In those days,
ten people of every
language will take a
Spiritan by the sleeve
and say, ‘We want to
go with you, since we
have learned that
God is with you.’”

across the globe, the failure of church leadership to address
the matter with often disastrous consequences for those
involved — all these have undermined the validity and effectiveness of the church’s voice in contemporary society.

Fragility and powerlessness

several of his most committed and competent confreres and
extremely limited resources, are often forgotten today.
No wonder Libermann spoke readily of his “poor and weak
Congregation”: “All in all we are a poor lot, brought together
by the Master’s will, which alone is our hope. If we had powerful means at hand we would not accomplish much good.
Now that we are nothing, that we have nothing and are worth
nothing, we can form great projects because our hopes are not
founded on ourselves, but on him who is all-powerful.”
God accomplished wonderful deeds through the lives of
simple, ordinary, committed Spiritans, who were aware of
their limitations, but open to the transforming power of the
Spirit. The mission we are called to is God’s mission, not ours.
Our role is simply to be instruments at God’s service.

We are being invited to embrace a sense of mission based not
on strength, as perhaps in former times, but one rooted in
fragility and powerlessness.
Born in fragility, our Congregation has known many fragile
moments in its history. It began with a small group of seminarians gathered together one Pentecost Sunday with very
simple aspirations. Their young charismatic leader, Claude
Poullart des Places, would be dead a short few years later.
Without a formal rule or official existence for three
decades, the Congregation was later suppressed and
Working for reconciliation has little credibility if
restored on two separate occasions between 1792
and 1816. Subsequently deprived of essential fundour own communities are divided and in conflict.
ing, its buildings seized by the French army, it only
survived due to the extraordinary dedication of a
handful of its members.
There is a growing realization that mission today has much
The Holy Heart of Mary Society, which was ultimately
more to do with the quality of our lives as individuals and
responsible for its revival, was equally fragile. Founded by
communities than with the multiplicity of our activities. Misseminarians and led by Francis Libermann, a young convert
sion today is much more about who we are than what we do.
of fragile health with no hope of ordination at the time, it saw
“Your principal preaching consists in the holiness of your own
its initial missionary venture to West Africa end in disaster.
life,” wrote Francis Libermann. If there is a perceptible gap
The challenges met by Libermann as he tried to deal with
between what we preach and the way we live, our credibility
tensions in the community, doubts about his competency as a
is seriously undermined. Unfortunately, this is a reality with
leader, difficulties in communication, the untimely death of
which we are all too familiar in recent times.
Spiritan / Summer 2014
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Discovering joy, hope and meaning
A missionary, in the first instance, is a person who has discovered joy, hope and meaning in his or her own life and is able
to put words on his or her experience for others.
So, the importance of the ongoing mission of our retired
and sick members cannot be overstated. An over-identification of mission with activity and accomplishment often results
in a sense of uselessness among those who for reasons of age
or health can no longer function as they did when they were
younger and more active. In the contemporary world, where
human beings tend to be measured and valued by their ability
to produce and consume and where the elderly are often isolated and forgotten, the importance of the witness of older
and ill religious missionaries living in community and accepting their limitations and sufferings with joy, dignity and grace
cannot be overstated.

Mission today is
much more about who we are
than what we do.

As St Paul was to learn from his personal experience in
ministry, fragility is integral to our vocation as Christians: “We
carry a treasure in earthen vessels so that the surpassing greatness of the power may be from God and not from ourselves”
(2 Cor 4:7). We are simply called to place all we have and all
we are at God’s disposal.

Our mission at this point in time
God comes to us and calls us in our concrete situation, not as
we were in the past or as we would wish to be today or in the
future. American theologian and author, Sr Sandra Schneiders
makes the challenging remark: “For effective ministry, a
Congregation does not need any more members than it has.”
Our task is to discern the mission to which we are called at
this particular point in time, in the light of our charism as
Spiritans, in the context of the local church and given the
resources, both human and financial, we have at our disposal.
I am convinced that the single biggest challenge facing us
in secularized Western Europe and North America is the communication of hope, meaning and joy. We are reminded of the
prophetic words of Vatican II: “The future of humanity lies
in the hands of those who are strong enough to provide coming generations with reasons for living and hoping.”
In the final analysis, perhaps the most appropriate biblical
model of Spiritan mission today can be taken from the
prophet Zechariah: “In those days, ten men of every language
will take a Spiritan by the sleeve and say, ‘We want to go with
you, since we he have learned that God is with you.’ ” n
16
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An evening to

welcome
John Fogarty
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Dundalk, Ontario

My beautiful,
quiet, sleepy
country parish
Peter Wayow CSSp

I

n the early 1970’s, while in Paraguay, I and fellow Trinidadian, Fr. Neil Rodriguez of very happy memory, made
plans for our life’s spiritual journey, so to speak. First, we
would give the best of ourselves to Paraguay — we would stay
in Paraguay for most of our younger years.
Secondly, we planned to ask permission to move to the
southern United States, maybe Texas, where the Spanish we
had acquired in Paraguay would serve us in good stead. We
took for granted that life in the U.S. would be less onerous
than on the Paraguayan missions. And this would suit us just
fine, (since our bodies would be more fragile) as we left
middle age and headed toward the home stretch.

We agreed I would stay in Dundalk for
one year — a one-year probation of sorts
… I am now in my 17th year in St. John’s.
Thirdly, I personally thought that it would be nice to spend
my final years in a small rural parish, where there would be
much less work to do and where I could wither away, quietly
and gracefully, into oblivion.
As divine providence would have it, when I finished my
stint in Paraguay, I never did go to Texas, although plans were
so advanced that the bishop of Brownsville was actually awaiting my arrival there. Why I didn’t go to Brownsville, but
instead was appointed to a parish in Toronto, is another long
story, for another time. To make that long story very short, I
spent about 12 or 13 years as pastor at Our Lady of Good
Counsel, the Caribbean Catholic Church in Toronto.
When plans were made for me to leave there I visited a
confrere in Hamilton who said that I could perhaps help him
out with a Sunday Mass in English in his Portuguese parish.
But then he paused and seemed a bit concerned and wondered
aloud: “The people might not want you.” “Why not?” I asked
18
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him. “They are mostly Caucasian,” he said, “and you’re
Chinese.” So I moved to Dundalk.

One year stretched out to seventeen
I’m now in my final months in the beautiful, quiet, sleepy
country Parish of St. John’s, Dundalk, Ontario. At age 75, I
am quickly approaching the end of that third and final stage
in my faith journey.
I started my ministry here in May 1998. After about two
weeks, I went to Hamilton to meet Bishop Tonnos for the first
time. It was a very cordial encounter during which we both
agreed that I would stay in Dundalk for one year — a oneyear probation of sorts. This would give me sufficient time to
see if I liked the diocese of Hamilton and just as important,
to see if the diocese of Hamilton liked me. Well, that one year
stretched out a bit. I am now in my 17th year in St. John’s.
When I was about to enter Dundalk, a thought flashed
briefly across my mind. “How will the parishioners react? Will
they accept me as I am?” Any misgivings of that ilk were
unfounded. After a very short time not only did the parishioners accept me as their own, their love for me was manifest
and palpable. Of course, that love was mutual. The people of
St. John’s were just as beautiful and cooperative and attentive
and loving as people everywhere else.
You know, we priests often take it for granted, but we do
not operate on a level playing field. That field is greatly tilted
in our favour. People look up to us and help us and love us,
just for being priests.
As time went on and we got to know each other in greater
depth, the parishioners opened up their hearts and their homes
even more. They brought me produce from their farms and
delicious meals from their kitchens, and would from time to
time, invite me over for meals in their homes. And they still do.
I was often invited to birthday parties and to the receptions
that usually followed the sacraments. And I always tried my best
to attend those functions even when I was feeling unwell or tired.

We even reached a point where some little old ladies and
their husbands would defend me against any criticism that
was hurled my way. In their eyes, I was right, even when
I knew I was wrong. How can you not love people like that?
For the first 12 years or so, I really fell in love with
Dundalk and its people. In addition, although I always refer
to my stay in Paraguay as “being on the missions,” there is no
doubt in my mind that Dundalk too is mission territory. So
there I was, “on the missions in Dundalk,” while enjoying an
easy and beautiful life in Canada.
As far as I can tell, Dundalk is not very attractive to many
priests in the diocese of Hamilton, if to any at all. Some of
them even call it Dum-dalk. But, “Go where no one else wants
to go,” was the constant indoctrination during our formation.
So I went.

A weekly circuit of 100 kms
The geographical area of St. John’s parish is huge, although
the population is not. Its boundaries include a bit of two counties: Grey and Dufferin. I’ve never gone around it but I imagine
it would take about two hours or more to drive around its
periphery. Even when I do the weekly circuit for Sunday
masses, I have to drive about a hundred kilometres. Going to
deanery meetings or visiting the sick often means travelling an
hour or two. Fortunately I don’t mind driving, especially in

sunny, summer weather. In winter, it’s a bit of a different story.
St. John’s parish consists of three small churches — one
in Dundalk, one in Melancthon, and one in Proton. When I
first visited Melancthon and Proton, I was surprised to find
the two churches in the middle of nowhere in open fields.
St. John’s in Dundalk is the only church built in a town. It
took me quite a while to get used to this strange situation.
St. John’s is the official parish, although it’s the smallest.
The rectory is in Dundalk, a short distance from the church.
I celebrate Mass there twice during the week and once on
Saturdays at 5:00 p.m. Only 20 to 40 people, almost all senior
citizens, attend Mass on Saturday evenings. One visiting priest
described the church community as being “on life support.”
But it has been on life support since I got there some 16 years
ago. It hasn’t died yet and still shows no sign of really dying.
In Melancthon, where Mass is celebrated at 9:30 a.m. on
Sundays, attendance is better: between 60 and 100 people.
The most vibrant of the churches is in Proton, which is
actually growing slowly. About 100 to 150 parishioners attend
Mass there on Sundays. This church has a large contingent
of children — babies, toddlers and teenagers. After Mass,
many of the parishioners stay on to enjoy first-class coffee and
cookies, and congenial company.
Strangely, Shelburne, the biggest town in the parish, with
a population of 6,500 people, which in a couple years will

St. Patrick’s, Melancthon
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A couple of family members — city dwellers —
sometimes complain that Dundalk is too far away,
in the boondocks,
in the middle of Ontario’s forests.

But I call it the Garden of Eden.

quickly grow to 10,000, has no church of its own. The people
there go to the Melancthon church or to St. Timothy’s,
Orangeville, which is in the archdiocese of Toronto.

“Too long here, get out — no way!”
After about 12 or 13 years in Dundalk, coinciding with the
arrival of the new Bishop Crosby, I began to think that maybe
the parishioners needed a rest from me and a new priest, a
new breath of fresh air. I was still very happy in Dundalk and
from what I could tell, the parishioners seemed very happy
with me. But I kept telling myself: “12 years is too long, get
out.” And one year later, “13 years is too long, get out.” And
one year later, “14 years is too long, get out.”
But naturally, I asked myself, if I did get out, what would I
do? Where would I go? What were my viable options? With
the unknown, always comes a bit of anxiety.
Those questions are still an issue, since I was told that I’ve
got to leave Dundalk by June 2015. I guess being forced out
is not such a bad idea after all. Otherwise who knows? I might
be in Dundalk, beautiful Dundalk, for the next 17 years or
until the day I drop dead — whichever comes first.

Basic Christian Communities
Problems and difficulties in Dundalk have been few and far
between. Truth to tell, major problems have been non-existent.
When I first entered the parish, I faced a minor difficulty. We
had a parish council which, following the wisdom of the time,
consisted of three people from each church — nine council
members altogether. This setup resulted in a certain amount
of infighting, as each group was mainly interested in getting
as many benefits as possible for their particular church.
I then tried a technique I learned in Paraguay: basic
Christian communities. Each church would become a miniparish (or basic community), and would look after its own
affairs — its own upkeep and activities. Once this method was
in place, the infighting ceased and the parish became even
more united. I guess parishioners find it more gratifying to
know that their gifts and talents are going mainly to the
20
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church where they worship, as opposed to somewhere else.
On many occasions, during the past few years, my intention
was to conduct a survey to see what the parishioners wanted:
(i) Did they want me to go (ii) Did they want me to stay or
(iii) Did they care at all, one way or the other. Well, that
survey was never carried out.

The seasonal beauty of country life
My blood family is a very close-knit one and we meet often,
especially during spring, summer and autumn, to be in each
other’s company, to eat, drink, talk nonsense and have fun
together. A couple of family members — city dwellers —
sometimes complain that Dundalk is too far away, in the
boondocks, in the middle of Ontario’s forests. But I call it the
Garden of Eden.
In early spring, I look forward to meeting deer along Southgate Road 4, on my way to Mass in Proton. Invariably there
will be mama deer, papa deer and a few baby deer — all basking in the sun. I would always stop at a distance and admire
these magnificent creatures.
In late spring, wild geese and ducks are everywhere. It’s a
thing of beauty to see them in their typical v-shape formation,
making a joyful noise to the Lord, as they fly overhead; or to
see them swim up the river, in single file, with mama duck at
the head and papa duck bringing up the rear.
As I drive along the more rural routes, I encounter little
wild animals of all sorts — beavers building their dams in
early spring, turtles inching their way across the road.
And if I venture outside in May and June, protected with a
lot of the famous insect repellant “Off”, I can appreciate the
sounds of the myriad bird species that inhabit the area.
Dundalk and its environs are farm country: cattle farmers,
sheep farmers and even goat farmers. And there are crops of
all kinds — wheat, potatoes, barley, rye. It’s the most beautiful
scene, that of the canola fields in bloom, with acres and acres
of beautiful yellow flowers, like an endless sea of yellow.
Too far away, in the boondocks, in the middle of Ontario’s
forests? I call it the Garden of Eden. n

VICS

“Eh! Mrembo!”
Joyce de Gooijer
Director of VICS

J

ohn taught me resilience. This
young man with brittle bone disease lived through physical challenges I couldn’t imagine. He needed
help moving his wheelchair up steep
slopes. He needed help moving out of
his wheelchair and into bed. He also
needed help going to the bathroom.
When John first arrived to the vocational school in Tanzania he was shy,
sullen and withdrawn. And why wouldn’t
he be? The first 13 years of his life

John always came back
trying. He became one of
the best tailors in class.

lacked opportunities that would have
developed his personal skills and sense
of self worth.
My ‘job’ was to teach students to
read and write in Kiswahili. At the start
of every class I learned to ask John,
“Je, wewe ni umwa leo? — Are you sick
today?” A strange way to start a class,
perhaps, but there was a chance that
once again John was dealing with a
broken bone. Some days he’d be OK
and would work hard at learning to
write. Other days, I would watch him
try to hide tears slowly dripping down
his cheek, his pain too great to bear.
But, he always came back trying. He
became one of the best tailors in class.
Amazing, considering the scissor size
and how awkward it was to hold them.

He also had a wicked sense of
humour. He loved to laugh and tease.
I watched John slowly come out of
his shell. Some days we would sit at the
school corner watching girls as they
walked by. In my broken Kiswahili, I’d
offer to choose a girl for him. He always
said no, but the banter was priceless.
Nearing the end of the 16-month
course, I took John for a walk. He had
little opportunity to leave the school
compound, so away we went: me push-

ing John’s wheelchair, front wheel in the
air; he making airplane sounds and
yelling, “EH! MREMBO!” (“Hey! Beautiful!”) to young women we passed.
Paulo Coelho says, “If people really
pay attention to their everyday lives, they
will discover that magic moment.” Pushing John that day was not only my magic
moment but a compilation of magic
moments, where John reminded me to
laugh, enjoy simplicity and joyfully shout
to the world, “EH! MREMBO!” n
Spiritan / Summer 2014

21

food for thought

I have listened to a great number of bruised Catholics who find it
difficult to understand the “hard line” that so many of us priests take,
especially with regard to the reception of the Sacraments. I remember
attending a meeting where someone suggested a wider use of general
absolution and a more generous attitude towards many of those no
longer allowed to receive Holy Communion. “Good God!” one of those
present exclaimed, “If we go down that road our churches will be
crammed with sinners every Sunday morning.”
Daniel O’Leary

Many whom God has
the church does not have.
St Augustine

The church makes the love of God, which was revealed through
the life, death and resurrection of Jesus, tangible in every new era ...
The problem is, of course, that as a community of human beings
the church is also sinful, always in need of reform.
Elizabeth Johnson CSJ

You don’t cease being
“a practising member” of
the family because for a time
you aren’t home very much.
Families understand this.
The church, I believe, needs
to be just as understanding.
Ron Rolheiser OMI
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We will not be Christians
by custom and tradition,
but only through our own
act of faith attained in
a different struggle and
perpetually achieved anew.
Karl Rahner SJ

home and away

Young Spiritans

Photo: Ronald Jay Quitoriano, Neil McNeil HS

The 2014 Libermann Medal was presented to the Young
Spiritans of Neil McNeil High School, Toronto and their
teacher advisors.
Founded in 2008, the Young Spiritans advocate for human
rights and global issues. These young leaders also assist students struggling to find their way in the school community
and work one on one with students who may be struggling
academically. Through food drives and charitable fundraising,
through school events and activities, through working with
refugees, they live out the Spiritan motto, One Heart and
One Soul.
We congratulate these Young Spiritans and we are proud
of our continued connection with Neil McNeil High School.

Bob Colburn CSSp with Young Spiritans Jeevan Tomas and Paul Husain,
and teachers Mary Teresi and Phillip Cummings.

Beat the Priest
and the Sisters
Carlyle Guiseppi CSSp
At the beginning of Spring
we embarked on a project
of awareness, competitive
fun and encouragement at
Our Lady Of Good Counsel Parish, Toronto. The
project — a planting competition among ourselves
entitled Beat The Priest
and Beat the Sisters —
was designed to expose
hidden talents, discover
new ones and become the
2014 Planter of the Year
and the Runner-Up.
My garden consists of pots and planters on my verandah
three storeys high. It gets sun only in the morning. But the
whole idea is to use whatever space we have to plant —
thereby eating healthier and lowering our food and medical
bills through whatever grows in the yard, pot or other
container.
Everyone who plants is already a winner, but it is specially
designed to encourage our youth by passing on to them a
planting tradition we all grew up with in the Caribbean and
Africa. Some of the parishioner planters report that they have
discovered an added benefit: in taking care of their crops, the
gospels seem to come alive for them.
The token winner’s prize is $50 plus a Challenge Trophy.

New Provincial Council

Francis Folleh
(Sierra Leone)

Oliver Iwuchukwu
(Nigeria)

Paul McAuley
(Ontario)

Alex Osei
(Ghana)

Neal Shank
(Alberta)
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Return Address:
Spiritan
34 Collinsgrove Road
Scarborough, Ontario
CANADA M1E 3S4
P.M.#40050389

A missionary,
in the first instance,
is someone who
has discovered joy,
hope and meaning
in his or her own life
and is able to put words
on that experience
for others.
— John Fogarty CSSp

